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The R EB A D- E R. X 


* the Dramatis Perſonz of this opera, there are two cha- 
rafters, and but two, which are not imaginary. Be- 
fire you pronounce it wrong to. point out iu men now 
lving, you would do well to conſider the ſcurrilous terms 
in which they have pointed out two men long ſince dead and 
ne. Remember the barbariſm of Shakeſpear, the licen- 
touſneſs of Otway, and that the author of DOUGLAS has 
keen preferred to both. If (as a late writer will have it ) 
the uſe of ridicule is ** not to inveſtigate known truth, but 
to expoſe known falſehood,” it is ſurely as properly em- 
floyed againſt the man who avers, that DOUGLAS is 4 
faultleſs play, as it was againſt the hair-brained knight-er- 
unt, who maintained Dulcinea del Toboſo 19 be the moſt 
rautiful princeſs in the univerſe. As this tragedy was 

written by a Scotch clergyman ; and as it was the firſt 

play he ever had made public, one would have expected, 

that he and his friend would have uſhered it into the world, 

either with a real or affeted modeſty : but, on the contra-' 
ry, they declared the play to be perfect, and the author to 
te endowed with a genius ſuperior to that of Shakeſpear and 
Otway. The compariſon which this extravagant encomium 
wliged people to make, has opened the eyes of many who. 
were at firſt prevailed upon to be partial to the play ; and 
induced them to join the impartial men of ſenſe in both king- 
toms, who all agree in thinking it a very inſipid perform- 
ance : ſo that the author of this tragedy does not a little re- 
ſemble the frog in the fable, who, ambitious to become big 
a an ox, blew and puffed himſelf up till he burſt, 


The author of the few following pages can't agree with 
ſome, who think the little time ſpent on ſuch compoſitions as 


1 


this very ill beſtowed. He can't help numbering the tragech 


the moſt remarkable occurrences that have ever happened 
in this country. If Scotch clerg ymen may, with impuni- 
ty, not only write plays, but go to ſee them acted here, 


iv TJ the Reader. 


of DovuGLas, and the circumſtances attending it, among fi 


and abſent themſelves for months together from their pa- 
riſhes, in order to falicit their repreſentation at London, 
the religion and manners of this country are entirely chan- 
ged. If Shakeſpear and Otway are to be cried down, and 
the author of DouGLas ſet up in their ſtead, the taſte o 

this country is at an end. Religion will (it is hoped) be 
the care of thoſe who are paid to ſupport it. But the taſte 
of the country ſeems to be in a deplorable ſituation, being 
abandoned to a club of gentlemen, who are as unable as 
they are willing to direct it, As ſome men of learning and 


character are among ſi them, many people are miſled by their 


authority; and more, though they deteſ their innovations, 
yet are afraid to contraditt them: hence it was that Dou- 
GLAS was ated here laſt winter thirteen times to a nume- 
rous audience; but Othello Cwhich had not been played here 
for ſeven years.) brought no houſe at all. This ſhews, that; 
the run DOUGLAS had here, was owing to the influence 
of a party; or elſe, that the people who generally compre 


the audience in aur theatre, are no more judges of the me-' 
rit of a play, than the chairmen who carry them to ſee it. 


1t is certainly the duty of every man who regards the bo- 


nur of bis country, to make a ſtand againſt that unhappy 
barbariſm which the cabal I have already mentioned is en- 


deavauring to eſtabliſh ; and as certainly every man. who has 


Feli exquiſite pleaſure in reading the works of Shakeſpear and 


Otway, makes them but a very ungrateful return, if he fi 


tamely looks on while they are hunted down by a ſet of men 


. who owe their title of geniuſes to the courteſy of Scotland 


alone. 
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PHILOSOPHER» 


0 P E R A. 


A GC T 5 
| 4 drawing-room, 85 


Curtain draws , and 4 ſcovers Mrs Sarah ven 
ſi itting i in an eg chair ; Anne N 


Mrs Pr. N ad Mr Genius ralk 105 you a : 
that manner, Annie? - 
An. Indeed the Da told 9 
ne, Madam, that he was deſperately in love with you; 
tat he would be miſerable, nay, that he would die, if 
jou refuſed to put him in poſſeſſion of your fair perſon; 
and that he was to throw himſelf at _ feet this ee 
hoon. 
Mrs Pr. Fi upon ho joker ; be has been wo 
imſelf, and playing upon you, Aunie. . 
An. O, not at all, "Motu ; What ſhould _ you 
think ſo ? x 
Mrs Pr, Alas! Annie, I am not young now. | 
An. Young ! Madam, what then? he is not young 
unmfelf, Young ! why, there was Lady Randolph; m 
A ſurc. 


en 


| Gare ſhe was not young ; ; and yet you ſee how the men 
teaſed her, poor lady! 1 
Mrs Pr. Alas, Annie, 1 am now about 200 years 4 
age; but Lady Randolph. broke her neck before ſhe had 
lived half a century. Go, thou flatterer, thou knoweſt 
he has captivated my heart; this, this only, makes you 


ſpeak ſo, and give the name of love to what you know 


to be waggery. 
An. In my conſcience, Madam, I believe him to be 


cover head and ears in love with you. Conſider, Ma- 
dam, that kiſſing goes by favour. Beſides, Mr Cenius, 
in his thoughts, words, and actions, has no reſemblance 


to other men; ſo that you might be his flame, Madam, | 


though you were as old as Methuſalem. 
Mrs Pr. There is ſomething in what you ſay, Annie. 


© the lovely Adonis „ his ſhoulders, his legs, his belly! | 


But why ſhould 1 attempt to enumerate his 
charms ? every limb of him is briſtled with the darts 
of love; and would to God -I had never ſeen the too 
amiable porcupine. | 
Alx I. Can love be controul'd by advice? 
The goddeſs who ſable Night rules, 
From Phoebus purloins all her 2 | 
So I make opticians my tools, 2557 
And borrow from glaſſes my 5 ght. 
Great Genius, for whoſe love this fi gh, | 0 fighs.; 
Was ſurely created for me, Ly het let 
Hit limbs are fo bulky that 1 
Their beauties ſans ſpedacles ſee. 


An. Madam, there | is the gentleman. 
| Enter Mr Genius. 

b Mr Gem. If Mrs Anne, Madam, has delivered that 
| -— 


4.5 


that 
age 


. 
meſſage which J begged her to carry from me to your 
Ladyſhip, you will not be ue 1 hope, at this 
piece of intruſion. | 

Mrs Pr. Sir, Annie has been telling me of a very 
odd converſation ſhe had with you this forenoon ; but I 
would have you to know, Sir, that I will not be made 
2 jeſt of by you or any man. 

Mr Gen. How you miſtake my intentions there is 
not a man in the world more ſenſible of the great de- 
ference and reſpe& due to you, Madam, than I am. 
ſeſt ! be aſſured, Madam, [kneeling], that you ſee 
at your feet a man who is determined to live or die as 
you receive him. | 

Mrs Pr. Riſe, Mr Genius; 1 you are ſerious, I am 
orry for you; but I flatter myſeif, you will ſoon per- 
teixe the oddity of your paſſion, and the abſurdity of 
your choice. The cheek of the town- lady may vie 
with the lily, that of the milkmaid with the roſe ; but 
mine, Sir, can be compared to neither. To uſe m. 
ſon Jacky's words. — &« In me thou doſt behold —— 
The poor remains of beauty ance admir'd.” Age has 
deadened the glance of my eye, overcaſt my features with 
a melancholy languor, and ploughed my forehead into 
: multiplicity of wrinkles, 

Mr Gen. Pardon me, Madam ; age has given to your 
eye a philoſophical ſedateneſs, to your features a lan- 
guſhing air, which girls in vain affect; and in what 
you call wrinkles, Mada m, I ſee the little loves and gra- 
ces ſporting. 

Mrs Pr. O Mr Camus ! 

Mr Gen, Many gentlemen have wiſhed, — — , for old 
vood to burn, old wine to drink, old friends to converſe 
A 2 uith, 


* "Sb 

— 
with, and old books to read; but never did I fo limit | tw 
my deſires : I have always hoped, that ſooner or * T dei 
ſhould have an old woman to careſss. ſon 
Mrs Pr. Incomparable Genius ! I vill not bl you with F 
the coquetry of a young huſſy; but OP own that Ma 
I Jong have loved you. . F 
"Mr Gen. Is it poſſible? Words are 8 to my nit) 
ideas; and this is the only way my __ can RR the dee 
ſentiments of my heart. 1 
[He endeavours to kiſs her: ſhe-ſtrugghes, but he e ] 1 
Mrs Pr. Lord ! Sir, you ate ſuch another gentleman. MW i 
Mr Gen. Theſe breaſts, [putting his hand in her boſom.) Wl tan 
Mrs Pr. Keep off your hands, naughty gentleman huſl 


that you are. Nay now, Mr Genius, you grow into- ff btt 
lerably rude; I ſhall be ſeriouſly angry with you; — M0, 
you muſt wait for the grace, Sir. | wer. 


Mr Gen. Madam, I beg ten thouſand an; if the 
violence of my paſſion has tranſported: me beyond the 
bounds of decency. — Les, Madam, I will wait, and 
as long as you pleaſe ; for I am confident, you have 
more goodneſs than to make me repent my complaiſance. 


Alx II. Woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
yon amuſe me with vain hope, 
Till Time's unpitying fingers preſs us, 
Theſe my own hands ſhall knit me up, 
And put in practice my own eſſays. 


ſtiff 
culo 
yout 
treh 
ber, 
hey 
neta 
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M 
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Mrs Pr. Imagine not I'll uſe yeu fo : Sy 
Perhaps my life is everlaſting ; catio! 

But, lovely Genius, well I know, t 7a 
To the church-yard you faſt are  haſling. 0 _ 
Let not our interview; Mr Genius, end like that.of M; 


hat. of 


two 


OT Y 


two youthful lovers, without ont word of common: ſenſe 
being ſpoken by either of us: _ yo 90 to ws . 


ſon's play? to-night ? 

My Gen. I hope for the des of Going: you there, 
Madam. What makes you aſk the queſtion? 

Mrs Pr. Why, truly, that I may have an dppoitn- 
tity of expreſſing my gratitude. Many of my ſons r 
deen greatly obliged to you; but Facky 1 | 

Mr Gen. O dear Madam! 

Mrs Pr. Mr John Calvin, my firſt huſband, was a 
iery good man; but he had his oddities ; and notwith- 
landing the affection which a woman muſt retain for the 
huſband of her youth, I cannot help thinking you the 


detter reformer of the two. Many of my ſons, ſome time 


20, before they had the honour of your acquaintance, 
were the moſt unlicked cubs ever were whelped : how 
tif was their ſtyle! how ſtarch their manner! how ridi- 
eulouſly grave the whole man! But ſince they got into 
your good company, they have put off the old man en- 


rely: they have acquired a jaunty air, a military ſwag- . 


ger, and a G—d-d—n-me look; they ſwear, they drink, 


hey whore ſo. handſomely 3 — in - ſhort, they are 


netamorphoſed ſo very much to the better, that. I 
karce know them to be my own children 


Mr Gen. Your goodneſs, Madam, greatly magnifies 


ny poor fervices. 


Mrs Pr. How judicious was that fancy of yours to 


nake Zacky write a play! and how inimitable the dedi- 
ation with which you introduced it into the world ! To 
Jacky owes both his fame and his fortune, and ought 
o thank you on his knees for both. | 
Mr Gen. The young gentleman, Madam, is abun- 
| h dantly 


| 
' 
| 
I 


1, (43 8 
dantly grateful; but T beg you would dwell no longer 
on this ſubject. I wiſh it were in my power to do more 
for him. I muſt now leave you, Madam, and join ſe- 
veral of your ſons who. are to be at the 119 to- 
night. f 
Mrs Pr. My I 4 away to Lady Prelacy, who 
goes along witn me to the ſame place. Farewell till fix 


V | l CLExit. 


Mr Cen. AIR UI. A * and an racoepted] Maſon. 
8 Unbappy are jẽ] , 


If a girl you woo; © © or of 2 pr 

Wi th rivals you always are Aghtig:, . pe 

But 1 am ſecure, - Oh ne 

And morally ſure, 1 ; lee 

old women alone I delight in. 2 

Or if you ſhou'd — 25 

A blooming young maid, 2 5 1 

Nun, as at a cuckold, all ſtare on. on 

Dye lewdeſt dragoons © © n 

|  Wou'd ſee blood and wounds, SS 

Ere my marriage-bed they wou'd ſhare in. f 
And if ye ſhall ſhew 


Ye think my love new, 
PII do fomething ſtill more worth ſeeing : 
For novelty's praiſe, _ 
To make people gaze, 
I the principal end of my being. 
The bride Inou leave, 


Has one foot in the grave; 
My next ſhall be yet more uncommon : 


The 


at. 


4. 6c 
| The churchyard Pl. ſeeks 
The coffins PII break, < 


4 2 ul [ "ug ſome dead — _ woman. Exit. : 


Arthur's Scat. 
Enter Sulphureo. 


What can Apollyo mean ? he promiſed to meet me here 


preciſely at three o'clock, and now it is hard upon four. 
perhaps he is wandering over this mountain in queſt of 


ne. Ho, Apollyo! ho! ho! No Apollyo here it 
ſeems. What does he keep me waiting for? He is not 


Carrick the player, noram I a young Scotch clergyman 
come a-beſeeching him to act my tragedy ; he is not a 


great man, nor am I an old reverend come a-begging 


ome plurality or other, as a reward for my jobs paſt, 


preſent, and to come. No! we are two devils: and 


ring ſaid ſo much, I need not add, that we are © honeſt- 
er fellows than moſt clergymen. | 


AIR IV. *Twas when the ſeas v were roaring, | 


They conſtantly are roaring, 
From pulpits hung with green, 
'Gainſt ſwearing, drinking , es 
And ev 'ry other ſin. 
Think not, ye {ample hearers, 
When thus to you they preach, _ o_ 
That parſons are practiſers 
of what their e teach. 


„ 
r 2 — r 
8 CL Ls — 1 34 . 2 
C : 22 1 


9 4 . — - 
te 9 or 
___ 4 
—— — en * p a 
p — — — * 


Their habit au is ga¹,V ar 
„Ii officers they wear; es Ac 
\. © Their conver/ation's aud: W 


Do ſtage-plays they repair. 
But if we by this nation 

Were paid for living well, 

We wou'd have the diſcretion 

Our vices to conceal. \ 


„Euter Apollyo at the . a 8 the ſtage. 
Ab. Ho, Sulphures! ho! e | 

Sulph. Here, here, _ 

Ap. O, your ſervan Mr Sulpburts. | 

| Sulph. I am indeed ydur ſervant, Mr Apollyo; for I 
| haye waited here about an hour for your Honour. 

 . Hp. Why, Sir, ſuch a croud of people from this 

country came upon us this morning, that Satan could not 

get away from hell till a few minutes ago. So that, 
good Mr Suſphureo, I hope you'll excuſe us. 

'  Sulph, O yes, I do. But will you, Apollyo, who 

are one of our ſecretaries of ſtate, be ſo, good as to in- 

form me why Satan is of late turned ſo negligent of 

his affairs in this country. I have been his aid de. camp 

no for ſome time, yet I never was in this town before: 

there is a great change in his behaviour to this country; 

” forlT am told, about * years ago he e. to be 0 of- 

ten in Scotland. 8 
Ap. There he comes, "alk knit. 3 

Enter Satan. 

Sat. Well, my lads, how goes it? Have — Sul. 
phureo, ordered matters ſo that nay thing be in readi- 
neſs for my reception 

Salph. I have, Sir. I ſaw the Reverend gentleman 


EFF * 
ind told him that you was to be in Edinburgh this after- 
noon, and would be glad of his company; he faid he 
would meet you at five o elock in Mrs Kitchen's. 

Sat. At five, very well. And how do you like the 
good town of Edinburgh, Sulphureo ? | 
Sulph. Good ! call you it ? 

AIR V. On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove. 

In ev'ry ſtreet, in ev'ry lane, 

In ev'ry narrew ſlippery cloſe, _ 
Nothing but filth is to be ſeen; 
In all of them I ſtopt my noſe. 
And ev'ry thing about it ſhows, 

Ii is a ſpacious little houſe. 

*Tis not the clouds of ſmoke alone 

Which mount, when cookmaids dinner dreſs ; 

But tis the manners of the town, 

Which muſt oblige you to confeſs, 

( Forgiving your Sulphureo's mirth), 

' Auld Reety is a hell on earth. WT 
before you came up to us, I was inquiring at Apollyo 
bow you came to be fo indifferent about this country; 
jou'll pardon my preſumption, in begging to know the 
reaſon of this coldneſs, which to me at preſent ſeems to 
be mal-adminiſtration. | 
Sat. In the days of yore, abe I was almoſt 
conſtantly in Scotland, and obliged to exert all my met- 
le. Yet, for all that, I own the oppoſition here fairly got 
lie better of me, and for a conſiderable time I had only 
2 ſmall ſelect ſociety that ſtuck by me. The miniſters 
nade conſcience (as the phraſe was in thoſe days) of 
ling their duty ; the greateſt folks lived ſoberly ; and 
* all ranks of people were in the moſt deplorable ſi- 
B tuation 


Wa — * 
* 4 we 8 
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tuation you can well imagine. 1 had very near r have given 
them up altogether: however, I very luckily had the reſo- 

lution to perſevere ; a good many years ago the tables 8 

were turned, and now almoſt the whole nation is my moſt 
obedient bumble ſervant. I am the more delighted with 

this conqueſt, becauſe, of all the countries I have ſub. 

dued, this made the moſt obſtinate reſiſtance : but now 

the moſt of its inhabitants are more ingenious in my way 


than I myſelf can pretend to be. . t0- 
35 AIR VI. Nanſey” s to the green wood gane, - 
So when ſome wild deceiving boy as 

+ Aſſaults th' unſpotted virgin, | 
At firſt the laſs is very coy, 18 
And long reſiſts his urging- | « 
But after fhe is fairly won, m 
And the foul deed is over, | | = 

The wanton gypſy, not half done, You 


Out-paramours her lover. 


Now, Sulphureo, I hope J have ſatisfied you. 

Sulph. Perfectly, Sir. I ſee 5your preſence here is not 
at all neceſſary. 

Sat. No, it is not: and it was ceremony, not buſineſs 
that brought me here juſt now ; for I have all the reaſo 
in the world to believe that my people will be too man 
for their antagoniſts without my aſſiſtance : but as thi 
is the third night of the firſt play ever was written by 
Scotch clergyman, I thought the leaſt I could do was t{ 
give my countenance to ſuch a bold attempt to ſerve me 


AlR VII. Suſannah. 
Good manners would not let me frown 
On the young tragic prieſ} : 


47% 


My company Shes half a crown 


Mas all he did regubſt. 
les Sulph, . The youthful parſon to refuſe, 
oft Sure you had not done well; 
ith And 1o procure him a full houſe 
ab- You ſbou d have empty'd hell. 
ow 
i Jat. There are to be nine clergymen in the playhouſe 


to-night. Curioſity to ſee people of their character in 
ſuch a place, would of itſelf ſecure the poet of a good 
mird night; but my emiſſaries have taken care that he 
hall have a full houſe every night his play is acted. 

Sulph. I am glad to hear it. Shall I ſhow you the 
way to Mrs Kitchen's ? 

Sat. Why, we muſt change our appearance in the 
firſt place. I think I will aſſume the dreſs of a country- 
entleman juſt come from a journey; do you transfigure 
jourſelves into my footmen. But ſtay, it is but a few 
ninutes after four, we ſhall be too ſoon if we ſet out 
immediately for Mrs Kitcher's ; let us climb to the top 

is nod Arthur's Seat, the view from i it is charming. - ; 


AIR VIII. Over he hills and far away. | 


3 Ton mountains ſummit when I tread, 

Pl The proſpect will tranſport my fight ; 1 f 
+ Unlike to Moſes, who Fo AN | A 
5 _ The holy land from Piſgah's height. | | 


was te Penſrve he ſaw the fruitful plains, | 
ve ml Plains which he never was to ſhare: 7 
All you ſhall ſee to me pertains, | 
The paſſeſſors my vaſſals are. 
End of the FiRST ACT. | 
„ ACT 


1 tavern. 


3 Enter Maſk. 


H O's there ? Bring fome bottles of "OY and 
a bowl of punch immediately. ; 
Enter Satan, Sulphureo, and Apollyo. 
Sat. My dear Mr Maſk, I rejoice to ſee you. "_— 
does Mrs Maſꝶ do, and all your good family? | 
Mr Maſk. Pretty well, Sir, at your ſervice. 

And pray, Sir, when you came from hell, 

Our friends there did you leave them well? 
Sat. All well. Pray fit down, Mr Maſk. How my 
heart warms to my good old friend! Fill your glaſs, 
Mr Maſe. Let us drink all our abſent friends. [They 
drink]. Have you had any new books lately, Mr Maſk? 

Mr Maſe. ©, great variety, Sir. 

Sat. I afk for them firſt; becauſe I remember the 
committee: of ways a and means, which I had once eſta- 
bliſhed in this country, told me, that new books were 
commonly my Very good friends. 

Mr Maſk. Commonly they are fo. We have only 
one author of note ; but his brain is a very good | breeder. 

Sat. What is the gentleman” s name? 

Mr Maſk. Mr Genius is his name. He is the beſt 


Vriter againſt Chriſtianity in Britain; nay, he gies very 


broad hints againſt the being of a God. 
Sat. Come, drink his health. . [They drink.) 
F 0 * 


CF - 
Ax IX. Dear Colin, prevent my warm Waſhevs... 
The miſer feels exquiſite pleaſure ; 
In touching à precious bank-note ; 


But I wor'd not give for his treaſure, 


A leaf which an Atheiſt wrote.. 
When tha ”" chang'd, he no doubt may bring home 
Some thouſands to hide in his holes ; ga * 


But this will convey to my kingdom, gt EL of, 
Ten thouſand times ten thoufand fouls. en 


But hark ye, Mr Maſh, does he deny my exiſtence 5 


Mr Maſk. O laughs at it, Sir. 

Sat. How very much ſurpriſed will he be when he 
goes to hell . However, I'll have his works reprinted 
there typis regiis; they well deſerve it. 

Mr Maſk, He maintains there is no difference wnt 


right and wrong but what cuſtom has introduced. 


Sat. How much am I obliged to the gentleman ! Dear 
Sirs, drink his health again. [They drink.]. Encore, if 
you pleaſe. Huzza! {They drink and huzza! 


Mr Maſk. He has broached a great number al ſuch 


propoſitions. =_ 
Sat. I ſhould be very glad to fee him. — 
My Maſk. You ſhall fee him very ſoon. [Rings. 
Enter Moll Kitchen. 


You know where Mr Genius is; tell him I muſt ſpeak 


with him here. | [Exit Moll. 
Before this philoſopher arrives, I will how you ano- 


ther who has a great many diſciples. I know he is over 
à bottle juſt now in this houſe. Kings. 


Enter Moll. 
Delis Mr Moral ae to ! in here for a few mi- 
nutes, 


1 
nutes, and do you follow him. [Exi?.] This fellow 
pretends to be the moſt generous diſintereſted man a- 
live; though, in reality, there is not a more ſelfiſh dog 
on the face of the earth. 

| Enter Moral Senſe and Moll. 

Mor. Senſe, O my dear gentlemen, how I love all 
and every one of you ! I would willingly, moſt willingly, 
lay down my life, ſhed my heart's blood, to ſerve you, 
my dear, dear, dear Gentlemen. | 

Sat. Sir, we are very much obliged to you for your 
kindneſs. Will you drink a glaſs of wine, Sir? 

Mor. Senſe. O, with all my heart. I approve of 
good wine. Gentlemen, your healths. [Drinks.]J This 
wine is very good. I have an unbounded benevolence 
for it. Another glaſs, if you pleaſe, Sir. [Drinks.] O, 
Gentlemen, if you knew how much I love you, and your 
wine, you would not refuſe-me a third. [Drinks.] Yet 
another, Sir, to drink health and happineſs to all : man- 
kind. [Drinks.] One more. | 

| Maſk. Sir, if you will have patience for a few minutes, 
you ſhall have your bellyfull; but I beg you would 
drink no more, till you have given your opinion upon a 
point of ſome conſequence. What do you think of a 
marriage *twixt me and Moll there ? 

Nor. Senſe. Hui! Hui! Hui! [ foricks bideouſy,] 
it ſhocks me; I diſapprove of it. But I will lie with 
her myſelf. [Coming up to her.] I will Us! n you 
Moll, [laying hold of her.] 

Sat. Hold ! hold, Sir. 

Mor. Senſe. I will lie with her ; I approve of her. 
The To xax ſhines in her face. I will lie with you, 


Moll. — 10 throw her, Satan inter poſes. 
What 


F 
What do you mean, Sir? * n . me to 
lie with her. | 
Sat. You impertinent FAA PI teach your in - 
ſtinct better manners. [Kicks him off.] This is a very 

odd philoſopher, Mr Maſk. 
1 4 . Maſh. Very odd, indeed, Sir. It is a 3 of his, 
never to think a moment about what he either ſays or. 

does. There comes Mr Cenius. | 


- Eater Mr Genius, | 
1 Mr Genius, your ſervant: This, Sir, is Mr Bevil, a 
friend of mine, [They ſalute], who having red your 
books with great delight, was very curious to ſee you 
face to face. e 
Mr Gen. You have red my books then, Sir ? 

Sat. Yes, Sir, with great delight. 

Mr Gen. Why, then, Sir, you are convinced, I 
uppoſe, that there is no God, no devil, no future ſtate; 
=_— that there is no connection betwixt cauſe and ef- 
ect; — that ſuicide is a duty we owe to ourſelves; 
Y—— adultery a duty we owe to our neighbour ;—— 
mat the tragedy of DovcLas is the beſt play ever was 
vritten; and that Shakeſpear and Otway were a couple 


| 2 of dunces. This, I think, is the ſum and ſubſtance 
of my writings. 244 

y,] Sat. It is, Sir. 5 

ith 


AIR X. Leaderhaughs and Yarrow: 
Great Hercules, Jove's darling ſon, 
Was forc'd alone to wander ; | 


her. And monſters with his club knock doun, 


you, To glut his ſtepdame's anger. "Nu. 
a = e Shakeſpear 


the proceedings that are to be this night in the play- 


[ 16 ] 
Shakeſpear and Otway, with your pen, 
Unforc'd you have run thoro' ; 
And therefore ſhould be held by * 
To be the greater hero. 
Mr Gen. O, Sir, you do me too much honour. Im 
ſorry, Gentlemen, to leave you ſo ſoon; but I am en- 
gaged to go to the play with a party of clergymen. Exit. 
Sat. Mr Maſh, I proteſt the play had gone out of 
my head. You'll accompany us to the n 1 
ſuppole : ? 
Maſk. Not I, indeed. 
Sat. W yy? 
Maſk. Why, becauſe your enemies vill lay hold of 


houſe, and endeavour to ſtir up a rebellion againſt you. 
They will ſoon prepare overtures and libels againſt the 
author of this play, and every other miniſter who ſaw it 
repreſented." This determines me not to go. I will ſeem 
to be rather againſt the author of this play, and his fol- 
lowers; by theſe means, I ſhall gain the good graces 
of the oppoſite party, which will enable me to tk 
any violent meaſure againſt him. 


Aix XI. O Beffy Bell and Mary Gray. 
The zealous fools will, if they can, 
With depoſition end him ; 
But all our party to a man, 
NMill vote, Rebuke, ſu uſpend. Jim. 
Such cenſures will not, I believe, 
His tragic genius ſmother ; 
Suſpenſion for one play will give 
Him time io wrile another. 


A 


of | 


Sat. 


©. 4 a 

Sat. Thou reaſoneſt well. A 

Maſk. *Tis our only way, Sir; but, Satan, what 4 
you think of Mr Genius? 

Sat. Faith, I don't know well what to think of him. 
Are you ſure he is true blue on our fide? I confeſs, 
have ſome ſuſpicion, that he is a ſhrewd fellow, endea- 
vouring to convert men to Chriſtianity, by vriting non. 
ſenſe againſt it. 

Maſk. You are quite miſtaken, Sir; he is reckoned 
the ableſt writer we have; ſo able, Sir, that all the 
good folks ſay, when he wrote his books, he had you 
at his elbow. 6 

Sat. Really, Mr Maſk, 5 think I may fay without 
vanity, that had I aſſiſted him, he would not have writ- 
ten ſo abſurdly. I was very, well pleaſed to hear him 
deny the exiſtence of a God, and ſo forth; but his po- 


ſitions about ſujcide and adultery will PEA do our 


* no good. 
AR XII. Hooly and fairly, 


Wi th hearing his nonſenſe in troth Lam WEErY:x 15 
That nonſenſe will hurt me much, I can * ye; 5 
And make many people believe moſt ſincerely; 
0! gin the lad wad write hooly and fairly, 7 OA 
| Holy and fairly, &c. 
[Exewnt. 
End of the SECOND Acts: .42. 
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Enter Mrs Preſbytery, Miß Weepwell, Mi i Pry, Mi i 

Sob, Mi 5 Blubber. I 
Mrs Pr. Abixs, now 7 that you have ſeen n my ſon 
Jacky's play, let me have —_ opinions 


on it impartially. 
Miß Weep. I believe, Madam, this company will be 
very unanimous in yoting it to be the beſt play ever was 
written. 

Mrs Pr. O, don't flatter me, Ladies. 4 
Miſs Blub. The tears, Madam, you ſaw ſhed in the 
playhouſe, may convince you, that, without flattery 
we are all of Miſs Weepwel!'s opinion. 

Enter Miſs Sprightly. - 

Miſs Spr. Your ſervant, Ladies. 


Mrs Pr. My dear Miſs Sprightly ! C“ | 1 
Miſs Weep. Bleſs me, child, uy eyes are not at : oF 
red. | 10 c 
Miſs Spr. What ſhould make them ſo? was 
Mifs Weep, Weeping. 1 

. Miſs Spr. For what? 8 1 
Miſs Weep. Was not you at the > e I 
Miſs Spr. Yes, I was. M 
Miß Weep. Have you not then been crying for theWMb:ys 
three hours? lave 


Miſs Spr. Not I. 
- Miſs Weep. Cruel creature ! 1 


1 19 Sj : 
Mi ifs Spr. Why cruel, pray 
Miß Weep, Not to weep for en = 
Miſs Spr. What ſhould make me weep for him? 
Miſs Weep. Not to weep for ſuch a hero! 
Miſs Spr. What makes you dub him a hero, in 1 
che world ? 


Miſs Weep. Did not he kill the chief aki 2 
Miſs Spr. And does that make him a hero? 


N Am XIII. 
Had DousLAs liv'd on Engliſh ground, 
Where highwaymen, you know, abound; 
And there, by the good-will of Fate, 

Some noted robber's brains out beat; 

A warrior's fame, 
Or hero's name, 
He in that country ne er had found. 
The ſturdy lad | 
Wou'd juſt have had yOu : 
A premium of neat forty pound. 


7 Mi iſs Weep. You may carp as much as you will, Mi, 
; t ſome particular places of the play; but you will own, 
Wo doubt, that, upon the n it is the beſt play « ever 
Jas written. 

Miſs Spr. Will I ſo? 

Mifs Weep. Pray, who has written a better? 

Miſs Spr. Shakeſpear, Otway 

Miſs Weep, Hold! the very naming of theſe two fel- 
bws is enough to make one ſick. Sure, child, you 


dave not red Mr Genius's dedication. 


t 2 


C 2 Miſs 


1 


2% J 
Miſs Spr. A1R XIV. Clout the caldrorn 
In lapdogs, laces, hoops, ſtays, fans, © 
And all your other tackle, : 
Howe'er caprictous you may be, 
I care not, or how fickle: 
But yet, for all great Genius ſays, 
1 really can't help wiſhing, 
That Shakeſpear, Otway, and their - plays, 


May neer go « out of faſhion. 
Fa adrie didle didle, &c. 


Miſs Weep. Mils Sprightly, I am not a little ſurpriſed 
to hear you talk at this rate. Sure neither you nor [ 
can pretend to be ſuch good judges as Mr Facky and Mr 
| Genius ; and you know very well, what contempt they 


have for Shakeſpear and Otway. 
Miſs Spr. Jacky and Genius, very pretty fellows truly ! 


| AIR XV. Gill Morris. 
By the remains of Scottiſh youth, 
Who taſte untainted boaſt, 
Let all the paltry works of both 
To raging flames be toſt, 
This holocauſt alone can footh 
Great . injur'd ghoſt. 
| Enter Mr Genius. 
| Mi i/s Weep. You are come in good time, Sir. We 
have had a ſtout battle with Miſs Sprightly about the tra- 
gedy of DoucLas, She has been running it down ey 


warmly. | 
Mr Gen, I am ſorry to hear it: for till her lips muſt 


be rubies, and her voice melody, though both be em- t 
ployed againſt the beſt play ever was written. — 


7 Mrs 


* 21 1 
Mrs Pr. Caſide.] So, ſo: this young a will, - 
not only rob the ſon of his glory; but the mother of ber 


t. Ps 
_ Enter Mr Jacky. | 
_ Miſs Weep. O, Mr Facky, your ſervant. I give you 
joy, Sir. [They all advance, and ſalute him.) I give 
you joy, Sir, that your tragedy has met with that ſuc- 
ceſs which the beſt play ever was written deſerves. You, 
Sir, poſſeſs the true theatric genius of 2 
Miſs Sob. And Otway 
Miß Pity. Refined from the unhappy barbariſm of 
me one 
Miß Blub. And — of the other. 

Facky. O Ladies? nay, dear Ladies! 


Mrs Pr. AIR XVI. Black Jock. 

Dear Sir, and dear Ladies, my Jacky is young, 

And baſhfulneſ$ hinders the thanks of his tongue, 
For filling his pockets with half-crowns ſo ous 

He's ſenſible *twas not the muſtcal laſſes, 

Who dance, ſing, and play on the: tep of Parnaſſus, 
But you who got him the half-crowns ſo white, 

To thee, noble Genius, the knee he ſhou'd bow ; 
More than to Apollo to thee does he oe: 


Shakeſpear /coffing, 

Douglas puffing, 
We Tou ſcrew'd mens opinions to ſuch a great height, 
tra- That they filled his pockets with half-crowns fo white. 
9 Jacky. Dear mother, you have very handſomely ex- 
1 uſt breſſed my gratitude, which a fooliſh baſhfulneſs would 
em- ot allow me to do. In return, I muſt inſiſt on your 


fiving to Mr Genius your hand; which a baſhfulneſs, 
ſill more fooliſh than mine, will _ 1 hope, make you 
| refuſe. 


refuſe. I know you love one another; your marrlage 
to- night will conſummate my happineſs. 

Mrs Pr. There, Sir, is my hand; you long have 
had my heart. 

Mr Gen. Madam, I am ſo very ſenſible of the honour 
you do me, that I here vow and ſwear never more to 
write eſſays, diſcourſes, hiſtories, diſſertations ; but to 
make your entertainment the ſole ſtudy of my life. 


AIR XVII. Logan water. 
Tuo hundred years tho“ you be old, 
And tho' your youthful bloom be fled, 
Tet fear not, deareft, I'll prove cold, 
Or loiter when we are in bed, 


Mrs Pr. Two hundred years tho) I be 1 
And tho my youthful bloom be fled, 

Tet fear not, deareſt, I'll prove cold; 
Jil be but twenty when in bed. 


Mi Mir Weep. This is the only farce I could have endu- 
red to ſee after the tragedy of DoucLas. Let us have 
fiddles, and a dance. 

bg hey dance. Satan, 8 and * enter 

in their true ſhape, and offer to dance * 

with them ; but they all run off. 
Sat. Ay, why in ſuch a hurry? The devil will not 
give himſelf the trouble to take the hindmoſt, I aſſure 
ye; for he is pretty certain to meet with all of you time 
and place more convenient. Well, my lads, „ how Low 
you like DoucLas? 

Sulph. It is a very moving W_—— Sir ; the tears 
are in my eyes yet. iping his eyes. 


Ap. And in mine too. | 
Saf, 


r 
Sat. I agree with Mr Genius, in thinking it the beſt 
play ever was written, I could deſcant upon it all night ; 
but we had better keep our obſervations for Maſk, who 
will by this time be longing much for us, and more for 
his ſupper. Let us to Mrs Kitcher's, and be merry. 


Air XVIII. Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes, * 
Folly devils, drink I charge ye, 
Paß in ſport the time away; 
Bumpers ſwill to all the clergy, 
Who or write or fee a play. 


Now I wou'd not give three guilders, 


For the ſuperſtitions fry ; 
You ſhall all be ruling elders, 


And the moderator J. 


VVV 1 


